TheT ragedic of Hamlet 

Since happy time ioyn d both our hearts as one: 

A nd now the blood that fill’d my youthfull veines, 

Runnes wcakely in their pipes, and all the draines 
Cf muficke, which whilome pleafde mine eare, 

Is now a burthen that Age cannot beare: 

And therefore fweete Nature mud pay his due, 

To heauen mud I, and leaue the earth with you. 

‘Dutchejfe O by notfojed that you kill my heart, 

When death takes you, let life from me depart. 

Duke Content thy felfe, w hen ended is my date, 

Thon maid (perchance) haue a more noble mate, 

More wife, more youthfull, and one. 

‘Dutchejfe O fpeake no more for then lam accutft, 
None weds the fecond, b itfiiekils thefird: 

A fecond time I kill my Lord that’s dead, 

When fecond husband kiffes me in bed. 

Ham. O wormewood,wormewood! 

‘Duke I docbeleeuc you fweete,whatnowyou fpeake, 
But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

For our demifesdil are ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours, their end’s none of our ownc: 

So thinke you will no fecond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Dutchefe Both here and there purfue me lading drife, 

If once a widdovv,euer I be wife. 

Ham. Iffhcfhould breake now. 

Duke T’is deepely fworne.fweete leaue me here a while, 
My fpirites growe dull , and faine I would beguile the tedi* 
ous time with fleepe. 

, Dutchejfe Sleepe rocke thy braine, _ 

And neuer come mifchance betwcenc vs twaine. exit Lady 
Ham. Madam, how do you like this play? 

Queen e The Lady proteds too much. 

Ham. O but diee’le keepc her word. 

King Haue you heard theargument, is there no offence 



Prince of Denmark. 

Ham No offence in the world, povfon in icft.poifon in 
Km What do you call the name of the play? : .(wit. : 

Ham . Moufe-traprmary how trapicallytthis play is ^ ^ 

Theimage ofa murder done i n ptyaua, Alberm _ lljdan 

Was the Dukes name, his wifi CithXiAdittMDS ' 
Father, it is a knauifli peece a workeibut what ^ 

A that it toucheth not vs, you and I that haue free . ¥*«> *sf Pf - v 
Soules, let the galld iade wince, this is one lUfffHfg 

Luciaw.u nephew to the JCmg^ . ViuiB . 

Ofel. Y a’re as good as a Chorus my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret the loueyou beare , ir I tawe tne 

poopies dallying. 

Ofel. Y’arevery pleafantmy lord. 

Ham. Who I, your onlie jig- maker, why what lhouldc 
a man do but be merry? for looke how cheerefully my mo- 
ther lookes, my father died within thefe two houres. 

Ofel. Nay, t’is twice two months, my Lord. 

Ham. T wo months, nay then let the diuell weare blacke, 

For i’le haue a fute of Sables : Icfus, two months dead. 

And not forgotten yet? nay then there’s fome 
Likelyhood, a gentlemans death may outliue memorie, 

But by my faith hcc mud build churches then. 

Or els hee mud follow the olde Hpitithc, f 

With hoh, with ho, thehobi-horfe is forgot. 

Ofel. Youriedsarekcene my Lord. 

Ham. It would cod you a groning to take them off. 

Ofel. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you mud take your husband, begin. Murdrcd 
Begin, a poke, leaue thy damnable faces and begin, 

Come, the croking rauen doth bellow for reuenge. 

Mttrd. Thoughts blacke, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
Confederate feafon, elfe no creature feeing: (agreeing. 

Tliou mixture rancke, of midnight weedes collected, 

With Hecates bane thrife bladed, thrife infefted, 

Thy natuvall magicke,and dire propertie. 

One whoiefbmc life vfurps immediately. exit . 




